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THE NINTH HOLE 


BY LAWRENCE PERRY 


Golf and a Girl 
and a Job 


A x i Saturday Milo "No" he hastily interrupted. ”1 

Jenks, senior assistant cashier shouldn't want tnaw—" His voice 
of the First Federal Bank, caught. 

watched his fellowworkers Bhe n »«de no reply. And presently 
preparing for departure. managed to continue: 

Outside the door of the president’s Here is my point. Miss—Prylence. 
office awaited the great man’s colored Th#re *■ to be a new cashier in our 
servant, a bag bristling with golf- bank * oon ' Tb * salary la 110,000 at 
clubs In one hand, a fat valise on the Now. If I get that post-* 

tiled floor. t, ® n ’ wlH ™*rry me. Prudence?" 

’’Old Bayard is loaded for bear. 1 think,” she .said softly, ”that you 
sure." Rosslter, second assistant to put It as you have, 

cashier, observed. •He's got more } bav « y <™ •<>"*. Milo. I 

k"d. and varieties of club In that k now your character and I lov. It." 

bi’g than Chtck Evans would use X" XS XI. Z 

Vv n k‘ ^Trrrr zxxss: rat,;; 

the bank on baturdays. Milo ob- wba t your c | rrum ,t an0M are 
served. "Yet I can remember * * * * « 

when--’’ 

*’8o can I." interrupted Rosslter. corning Prudence took Milo 

"Used to turn up regular until he be- UP to the public links In Van 
gan to play golf. Wish he'd hurry up Gortlandt Park. 

and get out of here, Want to catch "You see, Milo,” said she, to whom 
the one-thlrty-flve for Ardsley. Oot the man had vouchsafed only a sport- 
a foursome on.” inar mot,ve for h ‘ 8 de8,r * 10 ,Bar " th * 

-Why don't you go. then- Mr. " y °“ JS". _‘ b ' 8 


Bayard never comes In here, espe- j 
dally when he's hurrying to clear j 
out." I 


"Guess I will," Kosstter seised his ch . rub)o mldrlff 


way—" She assumed the approved 
pose. 

Milo copied her without a flay; but I 
his right elbow collided with his 


bag of clubs and was off. Undent* 
ably a great game, golf, Milo re- 


"I feared It," he sighed. "Nature 
never Intended I should play golf. 


fleeted. But there could be no alter- But |ook here .. h „ , udd , nly 

native to his beloved brown brooks brightening, "why couldn't I adopt 
with their elean stones and tinkling , hla „ yla . Holding his body well 
waters, the whirring reel, the battle back he awung hla arma „ k# a 
of wits against flsh of divers sorts. pandulum and „ r „ ek th# ball f,| r i y . 
but more especially against trout. j t went not fap but Bt ralght. 

Milo w|is reared in a land that sang Hht shook her head, 

with little rivers. But he never "That's all very well. But it isn’t 

talked about It, for this was an age good form, ana it would take you 
of golf. eighty to make nine holes. Let’s try 

After a few minutes he rose and again.” 
went into the office of Mr. Pudder, At length Milo raised a care-worn 


went Into the office of Mr. Pudder, At length Milo n 
the cashier. Mr. Pudder was not a face to his mentor, 
golfer. The bank was hia one pas- ’ Thank you a lot, dearest girl. But 

slon. Already he was past the re- ** lan’t for me." 
tiring age. “ But you'll catch It in tlmt.” 

At the moment he was bending “No I sha’n’t catch it In time. It 
over a detailed report. Jenks came b © to ° ” Milo checked hlm- 

to his side 80,f abruptly. “I mean it Is too late 

"Is there anything I can do. Mr. now to slow up everything tiring to 
Pudder" teach me today. Let me Just go 

"N-o.‘ No. Oh. Is that you. Milo? w,th h,u,n * »• 1 can " 

No. nothing. Let's see. Why. It’s . .... . ... 


/llOMttWI 


PHINEAS BAYARD APPEARED IN THE DOORWAY: “POTTERING! 
WHY DON’T YOU GET OUT INTO THE SUNLIGHT? PLAY 
SOMETHING! GOLF!" * 




Saturday, of couree. No, run along, 
Milo." 


Bayard appeared In the doorway. 
"Pottering! Birds of a feather, 


teach me today. Let me Just go SOMETHING! GOLF!" * 

along with you, hitting at I can." •' • .... ■ ■ -... -■ , , , , • 

h„i.. I. net., .h ail ,port ' ! ' m dated up way ahead, time will surely come when you’ll 
MRo finlih.2 «vl„,v But ^ «»—WII ... " have to make good." 

"NlSe holt, will b. enough." Pru- Involuntarily Milo glanced at his Milo groaned, 
dence said, eheathlng her putter. ca, ® ndar - Puddler was scheduled to "So you see. dear," said Prudence, 
'Milo, you are going to do finely.” rtl,rt on lBt of JuI y* "the sooner we begin the better” 

Milo HiaMcmbled his emotions with At noon - the prudent of the bank -yes. I see.” * Moved by her con- 


Milo turned away Just as Phlneas d<jncft gaW , healhln|f her putUr . 


•’Milo, you are going to do finely.” 
Milo, dissembled his emotions with 


have to make good.” 

Milo groaned. 

"So you see, dear,” said Prudence, 
"the sooner we begin the better.” 

"Yes, I see.’’ » Moved by her con¬ 
fidence. he brightened. "We’ll begin 


you two! Why don't you get out a ^^^'''"We^r t™ ' lV'a«in 8 ®"» for Jenks. ftdonc*. he brightened. "We'll begin thl * a ? , ®™ 00n ' b *‘ W ™ ‘ b ' y ^n't know that I didn't feel better 

Into the sunlight? Play something? , omo tlme . N ow |,f a , 0 . t0 that ■/W’. 11 - Jenk8 “ he said, "what's Saturday, real intensive work. And ' t n ' 0 U u r "' d ri°n R vo*.i sl'ncJ." * t0 ° k UP ‘° b*" 1 h 


Golf. Going to seed. Dying on your pre tty little place we saw, and have thls? 8om * on * ** ft thi . ellpplnff on now"—he seised her hand—"I want 
feet. Bah!" luncheon.” my dc8k - So * he bank has an ex- to tell you how I looked forward all 1ld , 

He swung himself around and Monday there was the usual talk P«rt.„eh! What?" day to seeing you." • | * 

walked heavily out of the bank to of , he gama pver tbe luncheon table "Oh—" Jenka blushed. Next day Rosslter called up his D ' Tb „ A 


How about you? Can you since." 


his motor. 

Pudder smiled compassionately. 
“Poor man! His temper grows 
worse year by year. Well—” He 
returned to hl« report. 

♦ * * * 


Next day Rosslter called up hi. b ‘ ®" ly A t0 » d «"K bt « d 

— I The A rhiithnnr In 


in in. «*I think.” suggested Milo, “that It*s 

Rosslter promptly said he would a nervous strain If you're not really 
i only too delighted. fitted for the game. Now, my neu- 


in the dining room the bank con- Mr - Bayard took ofT his eyeglasses, favorite golfing writer and learned 

ducted. "Out with It, out with it, my boy. that the Jenks who figured at Skag- 

"Had a great day at Ardsley.” Here you pjay golf better than any w *y Milton Jenks, a young mld- 
asserted Rosslter. “Went out in of us, and you’ve never let any one western amateur of growing repute, 
forty-four and came back In forty- know It. ThAt's no way to get on In Then Rosslter entered the private 
five/* the world. Advertise yourself. Toot Meachln, the vice president, 

RoSslter*s voice was loud, because your horn. K . . All right. Merely n °f only information, but a 

Lh. nf hanlc and the wanted to congratulate vnu ” suggestion respectfully forwarded. 


The Arbuthnot in question was r |ti: 
chairman of the board of a rival D 
bank. * 

• "But Mr. Bayard—” Milo had risen 


Rosslter laughted heartily. 

"His neuritis! Did you notice how 


of us. and you’ve never let any one western amateur of growing repute. # de8b eratel ' to his feet "I'm sorry hc bas moving his arms. Mr. 

khf, w It Thte. -.ox, tc. c. «„ Then Rosslter entered the Drivate aeaperat6,y 10 n,B reet ’ \ m -orry ' . a — 


J ENK8 left the bank in thoughtful the preeident of the bank and the | wanted to congratulate you.” 
mood. Phtneaa Bayard's wrathful c hgirman of the board happened to j * * * a 


but I've had neuritis In both my 
arms so that-” 

"Ha-ha!” Rosslter advanced into 


Bayard?” 

Milo frowned. 

"If you play golf much, you are 


b ::„r h„ nn '«ni<l'to I ; , , * HC returned blithely to hie desk. f he . « ltua ‘ ion - "I « u f»» neurltl* aware that one may move hla arms, 

lalrman of the board happened to * * * * .. WeI , j 8nkfi wbo art you Kolng Isn t so bad as to keep him away Roeeiter, and yet not be In his best 

fhr 'r, and T' HAT ni8ht 1, 0 Went h0me ln to beat this week end?" There was f r om ‘ he * ame ' There ar ® hU c,ub * Play'nB form." 

* ... I xloomy mood. Later. In the soft an undercurrent of menace ,!n the [ tb fJ,®' • "Oh, stuff! Stuff!" Bayard'* voice 


words and bellicose demeanor eeemed be at tbe ad j 0 i n lnr table, 
to confirm rumors that had come jenk# cleared his throat and stared 
to him in the past month. He was to at tbe c^iinf. 

Os passed over when Pudder retired: "That so. Rosslter? I didn't have 

lad Rosslter would be made cashier. a good day on , be links either Satur. 

Milo forthwith hurried to the par- day or Sunday. Don’t know what'e 
tei-room of the Hudson Terminal, ,),* matter with my rams lately." 


the celling darkness of a corner of the verandah, apparently jovial remark that Milo 

That so, Bo “‘ , * r ' 1 *1*" tatur h® bared hla soul t0 Prudence Place,' eaurht instantly, 

rood day the 1 ' d !‘ 8 '^ b * r ®* tU L t shc pressed hia hand tirhtly. "Thafa none of your business," he 


Milo gestured. 

"I was merely going out to see if 
I couldn't work out the kinks. You j 


"Milo," she aalr. "I don’t wish to sa id. He rose from his de*k and Be f; Mr - Bay -” 

seem a casuist. Vet you deeerve to came over to the man. "Look here. * <AB right, all right,” Interrupted 


• "Oh, stuff! Stuff!” Bayard'a voice 
waa. a growl. "Play the game, man. 
Play the game." 

"I’ll do my best, sir.” 

Arbuthnot had ordered the lunch¬ 
eon when the three arrived. Milo 


... ., 1 .. j . 1 _ __i_ , n . „ — 11 * - vv, ‘' « iwhm.os. »w iv i:»mc over iu hip in mii. muk iicio, - — * - run m urn uie wires arrived. AllIO 

whsre h * had eiueht a , were urned full 8ucc " d Mr ' Pudder - S‘rnp! y because Rosslter, I haven’t liked your manner the president. "You may just as oam „ t0 know ero0tl0n8 of th . 

upon Ml’o you've devoted yourself to tho *>ank, lately. Hereafter If you want to con- "'.'“."Y .!' 1 !.’!'.! B A m !' condemned murderer who dines rich- 


sportln* foods store. 


. . , __. . „ n |„ a _ juu AIC "HI. uwbii aa Ruiiik to ueeq. laiao wuii mr, juu ii nave 10 

I want to earn o pia.y g° . a ay, know vou That *• unjust, and it Is right for yourself strictly to business, 

i to the salesman. "What sticks do incredulous— I dldn t know you . L a ,, a . 7__ t- *k, 


you are set down as going to seed, verse with me, you’ll have to confine Be ready to leave in half an hour. Jy tbe n j-ht before his execution. 

.... \Iv pap la fintaM*" .1 _ .... 


he to the salesman. What sticks do inorsdu ou*~ I dldn t know you y<m to to , v , , b#t , er lmp „ a . In tbe „ ma | n | n « day. of th* week H « w * n ‘ out °' th * • r,nk8 ’ 

I have to get?" pUyti. .Ion of yourself. Milo caught hint of evil portents T r «>‘* by ‘*« y ' “ d ” al8d wbat b « 

"Call 'em clubs," suggested the "There • a lot F-u don t know ,. of coura ,.. ab# went „ about the bank. Prudence Place had had written in an envelope. This he 

salesman, and sold him a midiron, a yoan *™ a ". ,^'Vsn about goff in «»'"* right on pretending about been called to her home on a matter addre ”' d . to Pbln ‘ as B,yard and 

mashis, a niblick, a brassie. a driver 8t ™. t . y *‘‘ ab ° ra . U rned to a " d never playing at all. that of family business and h« was thus pUc,d 11 ln an ! na ) d * pocket ' 

and a putter, besldee a bag and a g . * would be wrong. But you see." she doubly forlorn. Preoleely at 11 * 


you to try to give a better Impres- In the remaining days of the week 


yourself strictly to business.” My car is outside. * Bayard who had won the privilege 

In the remaining days of the week He w * n , t ® ut of the ® n l ce - Jenaa - of playing first for his side, gestured 
Milo caught hint of evil portents ^ r ® te J b ^ iefly ' ajld * ea,ed wbat be tawgrd Milo. "Go ahead, Jenks; tee 
about the bank. Prudence Place had had written in an envelope. This he up/ . 


doseti balls. 

Milo thrust his trout-rods into the 
bag and went uptown to his board¬ 
ing place, in Harlem. He met the 


his meal with a shrug. 

* * a * 


"I usually play behind, Mr. Bayard 
—unless you mind.” 

Bayard glanced down at tha ball 


| smiled, "you're going to learn to play o'clock Saturday morning Phineas <<VT° U P lay because reposing on the pyramid, stepped to 


well. So you’re merely discounting Bayard, the president, walked Into the 


A MONG the employees of the First tbe future.” office. • health.” grunted Phinea 

Federal Bank bearing bags of "But you see, Prudence, sweetheart, "Jenks,” he said, "you’re the man they motored golfward. 


you love It. I play for my one side and swung several times. 


grunted Phineas Bayard, as 


"No hurry, of course, Bayard, no 
hurry,” admonished Arbuthnot. "We 


boarding-house keeper In the hall-j golf clubs the next Saturday morn- that’s Just what I'm not going to do. to sav© the day for me. Have you "How long have you been playing, shan't get far at this rate.” 


ing was Milo Jenks. There was no j bate the j ame , 8n d i never can any important golf match on?” 


"Has Miss Place been about, Mrs. incriminating hint of newness about i earn to play it.' 


Hathaway?" he asked. Miss Place them. Milo had taken good cart of 
was a teacher of mathematics in the that. 

normal school. "But.” asked Rosslter, "what’s 

"Not since luncheon," Mrs. Hatha- these things you have in here? I 
way smiled approvingly. It was the mean ln the brown cases?*” 


"Oh, yes, you can. Milo. You’re go¬ 
ing to start right In and-” 

"Prudence, I’m not.” 


"Why—why, no; that Is, I—I—'* 
"Well, then, that’s fine. Arbuthnot 
has been beating me regularly it golf 


Mr. Bayard?" asked Rosslter. 

"Two years.” Bayard replied. 

Milo looked up. 

"I had always regarded you as the 


"Humph!” Bayard straightened up 
and glared at his friend. "Aa If I waa 
the on© .who always delayed things!” 
He took stance over the ball, raised 


all season, and today Meachln had picture of health before that, Mr. the club over hla shoulder, and 


“Milo, you simply have to; there’s the impudence to suggest that Ar- Bayard.” 


way smiled approvingly. It was the mean ln the brown cases?*” no way out now. You have made cer- buthnot and young Rosslter, there, "You did; eh.” Bayard 

first time Milo Jenks had ever ex- "Oh—fish-rod*.” Milo smiled. “You tain statements at the bank. The could beat you and me at Sagamore hllh not without interest, 
pressed Interest In the whereabouts see, one of the links where I play > 11 

of Prudence Place. has a pretjy good trout brook and . _ __ __ 


Bayard surveyed 


swung. It was a complete mlsa 
"Arbuthnot!” The Irate Bayard 


"Well. 11 shook his club at the man. 


of Prudence Place. haa a pretjy good trout brook and _ • __ _ _ ^ _ •_ 

That night after dinner Milo fol- sometime* I do a little fleblng." tjAAHjAALD Tl T 7 ' A Tf TNT A** ' l" T T I ft A T T Tj' M6®nM6E*s! 

!°nr™m ' 1 t«m b nnV e «°p U o t n 0 tVe h brTnk p^^nt. STln KlL AlYl iN VJ 1 IX £j OULIAL 

of brazen adventure. to believe that It was this officer who 

“Miss Place,” he said, "couldn’t we would use his Influence to have # ^ # T T * 1 • 

ru V h u y ^t'MrXX‘ 0 X ? notr' ^"'‘""D'Vn't'Tnow V^u"d' Stephen Leacock Reviews Subject of Introductions. 

Prudence queried. Jenks,” said Meachln. ' 

It happened just as Milo Jenks had "Oh, after a fashion, Mr. Meachln." sy ▼ OTHINO Is more Important in quantity of soul is to bo infused into the neck Into the crowd beyond and phrases of society, look back wist- 

always known It would happen if he Milo blinked modestly. I introducing two people to the'introduction. calls for another. The thing Is done, fully to the simple direct speech of 

ever let himself make leeway with Leaving the bank at 1 o’clock. Milo I XI each other than to employ a "Oh. Mrs. Putitover. may I Intro- Mr. Tompkins wipes the perspiration savage life. Such persons will find 

Prudence Place. went to the parcel room of the ^ ^ fitting form of words. The m y very dear old friend, Canon from his hair with his handkerchief useful the usual form of lntroduc- 


It happened just as Milo Jenks had "Oh, after a fashion, Mr. Meachln." sy ▼ OTHINO Is more Important in quantity of soul is to be infused into the neck Into the crowd beyond and phrases of society, look back wist- 

always known It would happen if he Milo blinked modestly. j^y I introducing two people to the'introduction. calls for another. The thing Is done, fully to the simple direct speech of 

ever let himself make leeway with Leaving the bank at 1 o’clock. Milo I XI each other than to employ a ••oh, Mrs. Putitover. may I Intro- Mr. Tompkins wipes the perspiration savage life. Such persons will find 

Prudence Place. went to the parcel room of the ^ ^ fitting form of words. The m y very dear old friend, Canon from his hair with his handkerchief useful the usual form of lntroduc- 

Her hand was trailing in the seat Hudson Terminal, drew his collection more usually recognised forms are Cutitout? The canon. Mrs. Putitover, cp d goes back at full speed to the tlon (the shorter form) prevalent 

at her side, and accidentally Milo’s of fish-rods from the bag. checked easily learned and committed tt lg onc ot dearest friends. Mrs. Hoogli Hotel. Calcutta, eager for eta- among our' North American Indiana 

hand came in contact with It. The b)a B „lfln« paraphernalia and went memory, and may be utllieed a. occa- Putltoveri my dear canon , „ qult . one ttonery to write home at onca and .ay (at least a. gathered from the beat 1H- 
remainder of the play those two fishing- *l°n requires. I pass over such rudl- , moe t enthusiastic*workers" tba ! b ® kn0 * 8 A he , i oero ?', - ,, arary model: 

bands were as one. Hie destination was a trout brook mentary formulae aa "Ed. .hake hands outburst of soul the Th ® °"*' 8,ded °™ c «, ,'" t n r ° duC ‘'" 'Friends and comrade, who ar. 

Milo's original scheme had been to ln tb . „ or t h J.ra.y hill.. But .ome- with Jim Taylor." or "Boys, this I. ^‘ er li ™ ° ad 7 7^„ vou ex- T" "T 2'.^ W ° rthy ' 

take Prudence out for the evening. In bow even unji.ual voracity on the Pete, the new hand; Pete, get hold of afraid I simply must *» £® V k r C , PS „ ’.. " See and l001 * wlth all your eyesight, 

the courae of which he would eeek pa rt of the trout did not bring hi. the end of that cant hook." In fact. dd8 *„ me ' Im afrald 1 8lmply mu8t of books under Ita arm. It «a>a. .. L „ ten wlth your senee of * earlng , 

advice on how to proceed In the bust- aou i to peace. we are .peaking only of polite eoclety ru Let —e introduce myielf. The "Oather with your apprehension— 

nea. of learning to play golf. He Next morning, after breakfast, he a* graced by the fair sex. book proposition which I am Intro- .. Bow your beada , q tree., and 


naa nearu one pi.jto sou pacKea ni. tning. ana toon in* ir^ii A very neat and convenient rorm .. - ...... - h market . . ... 

lealey. and he knew that occasion- back to the city. la tbat m vogue In 8rd avenue circle., * or met a bi.hop In society In any 11 " 8 ‘ ‘ h , 

ally she went to some public course. The first person he met ln the New Yopk , aa , f 0r Instance, at fifty- other situation than Just about to run. Either . Lash of glass Is heard as 

Now the problem that had led to his hallway wa» Prudence Place. Just cen t*-a-head dance (ladles fr*-) ln Where they run to I do not know. , sneaker la hurled through the 

interest In golf had become vaet be- returned from church. tbe ba n of the Royal Knlghta of But I think I understand what they run , kyl | gbt - or be wa [ ks out twenty 

yond Imagination. "Why. Milo!" She stretched out Benevolence. > from- minutes 'later, bowing profusely a. he 

He leaned toward her. her arm. "You old heart of gold! Summerelde. meet Mr. Edual > y h '» b ,n tb * 8oe | al 8c8j ? but goe., and leaving u. g.slng In re- 

"Let's go out," he suggested. She Oh. I 'm so glad to see you!" atWr whlcb M1 , s Summer- do " e qalte d ' fr ' re " tly 18 tb< , cl “ b ln * morse at a signed document entitling 

nodded. • Then Milo knew why he had come • v distinctly, "Mr. tr o d, tction. It is done by a cluB man t0 rece i ve tbe "Masterpieces of 

"TouTI have to let go my hand—so home. Next morning when Milo ar- „ d Mr o'Hara says with A ' ho ' * or tb * llfe h'? 1, oa " 1 y * ro ® m * American Poetry" In sixty volumes. 

I cen put on my hat." rived at th. bank a group of men ° .. Mla< 8u fc, mer ,| d e." b ” the nam « * lth8r , of , tb * ‘ w0 * * * * 

Milo snatched hi. hand away. The about hi. desk hadl Juet flnl.h.deet- J? tb l. circle ' a mark of exqul.lta .“.j *^7^0701* Hf^of 1 Yj^ VERY THING on the stage ls done 

flT '.ri mlHr p cldl lnsr'th^ legan?*"Jenks f^re’.n ?V" ' b ^ dln « '* ,OUnd th * r *' 1U ” t Can't tb?nk o?' tM naJne of the rlan E far better than In real life. Thl. 

Xl.r .^r^mi^MIlo when they X* r. hav » ‘ b * « peated ' " I don t they are beiny introduced by. It « 8 Introductions. There I. a 

Jove, exclaimed Milo when they yeea, Jenks. Bloxom, the re- ' th€ name!” says Mr. runs- warAUh, a soul, ln the sta*e lntroduc- 

wlr. ^o e when r *you name aH*ra critically; then he catches It - 0 h. I .ay, I be* your pardon-I «°n not known in the eh|lly at- 

to the house I knew rirht then a "n.'iiiv bov Jenks” The naylnff and repeats ib—"Mlsa Suromerside.” thought, of course, you two fellows mosphere of everyday soclsty. Let ms 
to the house. X knew right then Bully boy, Jenks. The paying ___ nn k narOnfiv u-sn _ quote an example of a stage introduc- 


from. 

Equally high in the social scale but 
done quite differently ls the club in¬ 


ducing is one wnicn we are now put- hearken. 

thing on the market • • "Hush thy rustling, com. and listen; 

Then, of two things, one— "Turn thine ear and give attention: 

Either e crash of glass ls heard as "Ripples of the running water, 
the speaker ls hurled through the "Pause a moment In your channels— 
•kylight, or he walk* out twenty H ere I bring you-Hiawatha. 


The last line of this can be changed 


s emlltng p acidly nwV. Ugind- "7enk. 75-Sm'.n 7. ” '»*<»"* 18 ‘° und ,n th « l ° can't think of the nap,, of the min ^ far better than In real 

Msr«r r zm r. are be,ny intToduced by - u 

, e ,nr. a r « e wh«n r 'you e cam r ; O'Hara critically; then he catch.. It " 0 h. I eay. 1 be, your pardon-I .tl, 


Lore, at a signed d ™"t e^U.ng ^ 

us to receive the 'Masterpieces of H !?****,«**•• ** 

American Poetry” In sixty volume*. .. Htr , la Hal M cGlverln, Junior." 

pVERYTmNG on the 8ta «« 18 done « r R *Uy fiLlH*/to”ho°ee *h« kmTw"" 
Ej far better than In real life. This u ,, u>ed b tbe aoU r-looking villain 
is true of Introductlons.^The r* Is a faC8tloua , called , n nawIpaper 
warmth asoul in hesugs lntroduc. pwU th# .., #n|al cbalrman .. ot tba 


"Oh. 1 say. I beg your pardon-I ? n "T 1 " J .'7u,f ht ri, *'l meeting. While he Is saying It the 

thought, of course, you two fellows moephere of everyday eoclety. ma victim #n hie little chair on the plat- 


♦ft (he hAitiA I knew rlrht then hftw Tenka” Tha navlnr and repeats lfr— mougni, oi course, you iwo wuowi --- " , I . .. _victim en me mue cnair on tne plat- 

SiWEfc? “ tei^^'^d^^ -.tchu. tb. 


, ary pm of this social encounter. let me introduce—urr— 
If not caught th. flret ttmo it must .. 


and stopped. "Ml|«—Mies—Prudence shoulder. eary part of this social encounter. 

Piaee. how many men have asked Milo drew himself erect. If not caught the flret time It must 

you to marry thernr' -What'e the celebration, gentle- h® p “‘ P "“'*" war stuff, each of the three And. th. England farm. tlemen. 1. on. who need, no Introduo- 

"Not one that I wanted to asked men. he aeked calmly. ”® r,t f",a name, of the two others eurreptlttouely "Neighbor Jephson’s son. this Is my tlon to tbla , a therlng. His name" 

rn ®- , . ,. . As if you had to ask, Jenks. l.u Miss Bummemlde understand from th# ha] , portar . H ttla gmi, u aqfd and sweet a lltO* (bara t h* chairman consults a little 

"Suppose—suppose I should ask Bloxom spread before him a newt- clearly that Mr. OHara never heard Now , et u , move up hlcher , )n faot ra) , aa mlndfuTof her old father, as oar d) "U one that has become a 

you.” paper, open at the sporting page. 0 f her before. That helps to keep her vtTy b |g b . Let us approach the real you'll And In all New England, household word. Hie achievement* 

"Then,” eh* smiled. "V* here to There wee a marked paragraph from | n heT place. * 'thing * Neighbor Jepson's eon. ehe'e been my i n - (here the chairman looks at hie 

withdrew the answer I've Juet given." a Jersey coast resort needed: Jenks Jn aupeTlor circles, however. Intro- The moet exalted form of Introduc- all In all to me. this little gal. since card igsm. studies It, turns it up- 
"Look her*. Mle* Place, i—I—well. d ”® at8 ,* en ', . . . . . ductlon become* more elaborate, I tlon la seen In the presentation of I laid her mother In th* ground five a j de down and adds) "In many dlrec- 

se Boon aa ever I saw you. I knew The article etatea Drieny inai in a (Uttering, more unctuou*. It Mr. Tomkins, a tourist, to H. E. the Christmas#* ago-" tlons ar* familiar to all of you.” 

yen were the—the-" He paused, special match M. Jenk* had defeated . j, acme in what every one viceroy of India. An aide-de-camp liw The spdhker Is slightly overcome There le s feeble attempt at ap- 

Tlo I—I—wall. I was afraid-" Sandy orsen. the profeelenal of the recogn i a ea at once *s the clerical uniform at the foot of th* grand and leans against a esrdbeard clock pi.uee and the chairman then lift* his 


t me introduce—urr-wurr « 0| *» ina iormui* usea in me new* meio- ^ 0Ui 4 nd people who are wondering 

-dramatio art. ln th# kltchen-Uvlng- why b( w<ara odd aooka 

Later on, after three nip* of pre- room (etov# right center) of th# New "The next epeaker. ladles and gen- 
ar stuff, each of the three finds th* England farm. tlemen, I* on* who needs no Introduo- 


“Was I ao fearsome?" 


“I tell you-” They turned Into a 

eld* street away from the crowd. 
“You see. my salary Is K.000 a year. 


Sagway Country Club, on# up, the metbod 


staircase shouts, "Mr. Tomkins!” An I for strength; he recovers and goes I hand and says In a plain business- 


you-” They turned into a previous day. b . wou m b . instinctively aide-de-camp at the top (on* minute on: "Hop*, this la Neighbor Jeph- n ke ton*. “Will tho*# of the audience 

set away from the crowd. "Well?". Milo ^ laughed *hortl y . ^ Anglican circles—aa. for ex- later) calls "Mr. Thompeon".; another eon'* eon^ new back from over the who are leaving 'jtnd.y step as light- 


•Any one’d think I had beaten Walter 


•gen." H* swept hi. arm. apart. 8 <nPl«. b Y “>« Episcopal Bi.hop of 


side, four feet further on, calls “Mr. eeas, aa fine a lad, gal. If he’s like i y as possible* He ls about to sit 


_ _. i I'm hardly ln your class." I endow a orlh In the Diocesan Home clearly and distinctly^ “Mr. Torpea- I ysrd." ! 

'T^uiowniitmT »»urr ‘ " U * "Ob. well,"—Milo Shrugged.— "It's 1 for Episcopal Cripples. A certain I tine." Then he throws him out hr I Many people, tired et the empty I 


the folk that went before him, as Sown, but then add* aa a pleasant 


you mind not clearing your throat 
when I’m about to driver’ 

"Did I clear my throat?" 

Bayard onc* more addressed hie 
ball and topped it grievously. It 
rolled fifty feet from the tee and 
stopped. » 

“Ha!" Again Bayard glared at 
Arbuthnot. “AH right, Jenks." Hs 
backonsd to Milo. "A healthy swat, 
now.” 

Milo teed his ball, stood to one aids 
and made a practice swing. But as 
he did so. he assumed a wince of 
patn. Then he raised bis driver stiff- 
armed, and swung pendulum-wise. 

Tbe ball rose, described a parabola, 
and cam* to earth nearly 100 yards 
away. 

"Well!" Bayard chuckled. "Net so 
bad for a cripple. Come on. Arbutb- 
not." 

Arbuthnot constructed a pyramid 
of sand with meticulous care and 
placed the ball on the apex. 

He took position and raised hla 
club, moving one foot after the other 
la sort of syncopated rhythm. Then 
he changed hla stance, moving his 
feet In a different position with ref¬ 
erence to the hall. Then he returned 
to hie original pose. 

■'By ’ the gods!” Bayard leaned 
heavily against the sand box. 

But now Arbuthnot raised hla elub 
over his shoulder, struck, and the ball 
aatled away on a straight line for a 
hundred yard* and then rolled an¬ 
other twenty-five. 

"Aha! Not ao bad, not so bad.” 
Arbuthnot chuckled. "I might have 
don* worse.” 

"You bet you might." commented 
th* envious Bayard. 

Rosslter struck his ball cleanly and 
It went away singing. 

* * - * 

B AYARD managed to pitch his ball 
out of th* tall grass onto tha fair¬ 
way; Milo sent his rolling forward 
some seventy yards. Milo's whole 
demeanor was dogged. Th* sunset, 
he knew, would see hts fate sealed. 

Arbuthnot mad* a fine shot with 
his cleek, landing th* bell twenty- 
five feet his eide ef a bunker with 
th* hole not far beyond, while Ros¬ 
slter got to one elds of the bunker 
with a nice lie for a pitch to the 
green. Then Bayard got In a good 
Iron shot, and Milo, with unerring 
accuracy but forlorn distance, pushed 
his ball toward tbs green. 

Both opponent* mad* the green ln 
their next shot* end paused to wait 
for Milo and Bayard to come up. 
Bayard swung with cold venom. It 
was a screaming shot. The ball at¬ 
tained a height of about ten feet 
and then went on a line. 

"The best shot I ever—■" Words 
ended in a howl of anger. For the 
hurtling pellet finally brought up to 
the trap at the base ot the bunker. 

When Milo succeeded ln driving hiB 
bell Into a similar position he came 
up ln time to wltnes* Bayard strik¬ 
ing at his ball rapidly and furiously. 
Milo Itnsw that ha offered a new and 
more tangible target for Bayard’s 
fury, and he held it to the presi¬ 
dent's credit that he choked down 
whatever was in his mind. 

"We'll pick up. Jenka," he said 
coldly, "and see what happens ln the 
next." 

In th* course to the second green 
Bayard had bettor luck. He took 
honors for his side In two holes, 
thanks to a hook that Rossiter had 
developed, and his satisfaction was 
so great that he never gave hie part¬ 
ner definite thought, which was well. 

At the ninth hole Bayard and Milo 
were six down. The eighth had been 
one of the holes the bank president 
had won. 

"Jenks." he said, “your game 
ought to be croquet. Neuritis! Stuff! 
What you've got is palsy. You and 
old Pudder! Well, let’s see: where Is 
that ninth hols? Oh, yss, got to be 
careful here.” 

He was right The tee was bound¬ 
ed on the left by a dense wood, and 
on the right by a wheatfield. 

Bayard took stance, and as he 
swung, there came a clatter behind 
him. Milo, In drawing his driver 
from the bag, had pushed the recep¬ 
tacle toward his caddy, who at the 
moment had chanced to look away. 
The bag of cluba thus had crashed to 
the ground. 

At that Instant Bayard sllcod his 
ball cleanly Into the woods. 

"Well—" The president turned and 
saw the caddy picking the bag from 
th* ground. "Did you drop that, 
boy?" 

"No. I didn't," asserted the urchin, 
pointing at Milo. 'That man did." 

"Mr. Bayard—■" Milo Jenks was 
about to unleash all that had betn 
gathering in his soul when Bayard 
raised his hand. 

•'Never mind! Never mind!" he 
snarled. “For heaven'* sake, let me 
play golf." 

But the slice had evidently come 
to atay. Bayard bombarded those 
wood* with six additional golf balls 
bsfor* he gave up. Then he rave 
vent to fervid metaphor. 

Tm through." he concluded. "Thl* 
comes of playing with a duffer. Look 
here, Jenk*. where did you ever ret 
your repu—" 

“Bayard! Bayard!" Arbuthnot’* 
voice was bellicose. "Juet because 
you are playing poorly, I object to 
your knocking me out of my game. 
If I ksep on this way I’ll lower my 
beat score by five holee. Go on. If 
you’re not a child, and play the game 
out. Stop bawling your partner out. 
It’* all upsetting." 

"Child!" Bayard bristled. “All right. 
I'll show who's a quitter. Go on and 
.drive, Jenks.” 

Jenks did hla usual croquet shot. 
Arbuthnot and Rosilter got away 
with good drives. 

"Com* on- We'll go Into the woods 
end find on* of thoee balls, anyway." 

"Why don't you drive another, Mr. 
Bayard r* suggested Roestter respect¬ 
fully. 

"Because I don't want to. Com* 
ahead, Jenka” 

* * * * 

M ILO and the two caddies accom¬ 
panied Bayard Into the woods. 
Two balls were easily discovered. One 
of them was onAhe bank of a beauti¬ 
ful woodland stream that flowed over 
flat stones, clean and brown. 

Bayard Ignored the ball. He stood 
<gaslng down Into th* brook. 

"Jove, that's beautiful!" Upon his 
Ifao* was an sxprsaetsn sf peace. 

I “Looks aa though there might be 
fish In there," ohefrved Jenks, lean- 
tag forward. 

"Maybe on* or two. I've heard 


trout have been seen here," returned 
Bayard. He looked up. "I suppose 
you know as much about trout as you 
do about golf?" 

Jenks flushed. He knew the stroke 
of fate had fallen. He and Bayard 
were simply two men now. 

“Look In thefe." He wag pointing 
toward a stilly backwater under the 
opposite bank. "There’s a fish In 
there." 

"How do you know?" Bayard leaned 
forward, staring. 

"I've—I Just know. Any fisherman 
would know." 

"I'm a fisherman,’• Bayard's face 
grew soft. ’That is. I was. Fished 
ever since I was a boy.” 

Milo's throat caught. 

"Why did you stop, Mr. Bayard?" 
he asked at length. 

"Oh. various reasons. Bayard 
shrugged. Then his eyes narrowed. 

"Jenks. you were supposed to know 
something about golf, and_ 

"Mr. Bayard, I don't know a thing a 
about golf, and I don't want to ksiow^ 
anything. I was putting up a joke 
on young Rosslter, and the Joke got 

out of hand. But as for fishing_•• 

He grew rigid, his eyes upon the 
water. "Did you see that, Mr. Bay¬ 
ard ?" 

Bayard turned to the brook where 
circles were radiating from under 
the opposite bank. 

"A flsh!" His eyes were ablaze. 

"Wait a minute! Here, caddy!" 
Milo reached Into the bag and drew ’ 
forth Ills canvas case. 

*'8ssh!" Quickly drawing out a rod 
and jointing It. he took a fly-hook 
from his pocket. 

Bayard tiptoed to his side, looking 
over his shoulder. 

"You’d better try a silver doctor”' 
he whispered excitedly. "Light's 
softening." 

Milo shook his head. "Look at th* 
Insects over the water there. No. 
Montreal coachman." 

"Well—well, you may be right." 

"I know I am." 

* * *-* 

H7 ,TH a deft 8n *p of th « wrist, Milo 
shot^the fly Into the pool with 
th* accuracy of a sharpshooter. 
Nothing. He cast again In another 
spot. 

"Not a strike." Bayard reached for 
the rod. "Let me try. I can't cast 
half as well as you. but I want the 
feel." 

Out went the fly. As It landed the 
surface of the water was broken 
by an upruahlng trout, which took 
the fly bo greedily that it sprang 
clear of the water. 

"Ye gods!" Bayard played th* fish, 
breathing fervent ejaculations, step¬ 
ping llthely along the bank, until at I 
last he brought the speckled captive 
to his feet. 

"Ye gods!" He smiled beatlflcaJly 
aa Jenks seised the flsh and took it 
from the hook. 

“Wasn't that wonderful! It there 
anything in sport that matches fish¬ 
ing, Jenks?" * 

“Nothing that I know of, Mr. Bay¬ 
ard. Nothing!" 

"Jenks, I’ve done more cursing 
since I took up golf, and spoiled more 
meals by stewing over bad scores 
and things, than ever in my life be¬ 
fore." 

“Of course.” said Jenks, “golf Is a 
great game. But if fishing Isn’t the 
best exercise, why then-" „ 

"Certainly It ls. Jenks, certainly it 
is." Bayard clashed his hands to¬ 
gether. "That fool, MacArthur. my 
phyeiclan. Is a golf crank. That's the) 
answer to the life Tve been leading." 
His voice fell. "You see, Milo. Dan 
Jessup and I had fished for thirty 
years togsther. Well, Jessup died, 
died, and I stopped fishing. Then I 
got gouty, and MacArthur sicked me 
onto golf." 

He turned upon his companion. 

"You get something in the woods 
Milp. something you can get nowhere 
else." 

"I don't suppose, Mr. Bayard, that 
Dr. MacArthur meant you should give 
up fishing altogether." ‘ / 

Bayard frowned. 

"Hang him! I cen't do two things. 
Ho! Look here, my boy. You and I 
are going to have some fun this 
week. We'll pack tonight and go up 
to a place In Canada I know, where— 
Well, what's the matter?"® 

"Nothing, Mr. Bayard," Jenks re¬ 
plied, "except that—well, you know 
there's rather an Interesting situa¬ 
tion ln the bank. I mean Mr. rud¬ 
der’s successor. I shouldn't wish to 
be away while that was being set¬ 
tled." 

"Humph! I'll settle that right now. 
You're his successor. Jenks. You're 
In line. That's fixed. Anything else 
that’s bothering you?" . 

"Well, you see. sir, I have Just be¬ 
come engaged to be married, and I 
was wondering if you'd think I was 
warranted In writing to—to Miss 
Prudence Place tonight and advicing 
her about my promotion.” 

"Certainly you are. But look here, 
young fellow, we may have ia lot of 
fishing trips In the future. How will 
ehe stand on that?" 

"Oh. I know that will be perfectly 
all right, air." 

"Good. Jenka, a woman that won't . 
stand up and smile when you pack up ' 
and say, Tm goln’ fishing - ,' is no 
woman to marry.” 

"No. sir. I mean you’re quite right, 
sir.” replied Milo Jenks. 

(Copyright, 1928.) ^ 

Occupations of Women. 

a LTHOUGH women are much, more 
generally employed in what the 
census calls “gainful occupations” 
than they used to be, there are de* 
cldedly fewer employed in what were 
formerly considered as the most suit¬ 
able feminine activities. The census 
bureau has published some figures 
bearing on the matter. In the state 
ofjtew York, for example, there were f 
actually fewer women teachere, tel¬ 
ephone operators and laundresses In 
1920 than there were ln 1910. As for 
the .seamstresses and dressmakers, 
their number has diminished by half. 
On the other hand, the number of 
stenographers has increased tv* 
years from 49.281 to 108,721. Those 
who are engaged in clerical work are 
now 95.208, as against 27.191,k »nd 
bookkeepers and cashiers havtk *. 
creased from 33,603 to 60,424. 
dentally, there are now 333 
stevedores instead of 7. and 41 
policemen, where in 1910 there 















